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MY ROLE AS HIS "FRIEND 
AND COMPANION" WAS, TO 
SAY THE LEAST, MUCH 
DIFFERENT THAN THAT TO 
WHICH I WAS ACCUSTOMED. 


BUT THEN... 

HB WAS UNLIKE ANY 
MAN I'D EVER MET. 


EXCELLENT, 
MISS LANE. 


r AND EVEN ~ 
AT A DOZEN FEET—THE 
WEAPON'S MAXIMUM 
. RANGE. a 


STILL, IN 
MORE WAYS 
THAN ONE...I 
LONGED FOR 
SOMETHING 
MORE. 


YES, X GREW 
UP SHOOTING 
SKEET WITH 
MY FATHER. 


r AND IN THE ^ 
INTERVENING YEARS, 
WELL...A GIRLS GOT 
TO LEARN HOW TO 
. DEFEND HERSELF. . 
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r MASTER Y 
CRANSTON? IS, 
1/H... EVERYTHING, 
QUITE ALRIGHT? / 
v I HEARD- I 


OF COURSE, NOTHING COULD 
BE FURTHER FROM THE TRUTH. 
THERE IS NOTHING "FUN" IN THE 
WAR T WAGE. YOU MAY EXPECT 
DANGER AT EVERY TURN...AND 
EVEN CLOSER THAN THE REACH 
K OF YOUR DERRINGER. a 


~ MERELY A BIT > 
OF AFTERNOON FUN, 
RICHARDS. NO HARM 
DONE—EXCEPTTO 
THE LOCAL PHONE 
k_DIRECTORY. A 


HERE THEN... 
AN ADDITION TO 
YOUR HANDBAG 
ARSENAL. 


A COMPACT?! 


~ YOU EXPECT ~ 
THE BAD GUYS TO 
SWOON WHEN 
X POWDER MY 
k NOSE? A 


THINK LIKE 
A SPY, MARGO... 
SUBTERFUGE! 


YOU'LL NOTICE 
THERE ARE 
TWO POWDERS 
CONTAINED 
k THEREIN. A 





























DULY ” BUT...WHEN 
NOTED. DO I START ? 
^ A WHAT'S MY 

\ FIRST-? i 


YOUR ASSIGNMENTS 
WILL ARISE AS I HAVE NEED 
. OF YOU, MISS LANE. a 


MY GOD! 

WHAT WAS—? 
WHY DIDN'T YOU 
l WARN ME?! , 


FMStf POWDER. 

I WANTED YOU TO 
EXPERIENCE ITS 
EFFECTIVENESS. 


UNTIL THEN, ^ 
I SUGGEST YOU 
READY YOURSELF 
FOR THE RIGORS 
k THAT AWAIT, j 


RUB ONE 

/ FINGER IN EACH ■ 
1 MIXTURE...YOUR ■ 
1 GLOVED HAND, ■ 
\ PLEASE. 



\ /Tl 

( NOW... \ 

SNAP YOUR 

V FINGERS! J 
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"ENNIO, MY FRIEND...HOW SAD 
THAT WE HAVE TO MEET LIKE THIS." 


BACKROOMS 
AND BODYGUARDS 
ARE NOT FOR THE 
LIKES US, EH? . 


CARLO...CARLO. 
INDEED, THESE 
ARE SAD DAYS 
FOR DECENT MEN 


IT’S HARD TO KNOW WHO 
YOU CAN TRUST AND WHO TO 
AVOID LIKE A SNAKE. I WAS 
HAPPY...AND SURPRISED... 

WHEN YOU REQUESTED 
V THIS MEETING. A 


THE LUPPINOS 
AND THE BIANCHIS-.. 
WE HAVE COOPERATED 
PEACEFULLY 
K FOR YEARS! A 


THESE SEEDS 
OF MISTRUST.. .THEY 
ARE SPREAD LIKE 
FILTH FROM THAT 
MAD DOG IN OUR 
MIDST. THIS CHAOS 
AIN'T.../S/VTTHE 
PROPER ORDER 
k OF THINGS! A 
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MASSARETTI— 
THAT FICA! IF I 
GET MY HANDS 


I'LL MAKE HIM 
WATCH AS I VIOLATE HIS 
WIFE AND HIS DAUGHTERS! 
THEN I'LL CUT OUT THEIR 
HEARTS AND STUFF THEM 
DOWN HIS GODDAMN 
THROAT— PIECE BY 
A BLOODY PIECE! A 


MY FRIEND, I 
SHARE YOUR LOATHING 
OF THAT SENSELESS 
WARMONGER. MAY HE 
DROP DEAD THIS VERY 
\ NIGHT! A 


WELL, 


STILL, I'M CONCERNED 
WITH THE EFFECTS OF THIS 
WAR IN A MORE 
, PRACTICAL SENSE, j 


WE BOTH NEED 
SOME MANNER IN WHICH 
TO SUPPLEMENT THE 
REVENUE STREAM THAT'S 
BEEN DISRUPTED BY THIS 
. SON-OF-A-WHORE. . 


MARONE! 

FROM YOUR LIPS 
TO GOD'S EARS, 
AMICI! 


r MOST OF MY ~ 
SPEAKS STAND ALL-BUT 
HALF EMPTY! EVEN MY 
WHOREHOUSES AREN’T 
PULLING DOWN THEIR 
v NORMAL TAKE! y 























































































































































NGHH. 


T WORD IS ~ 
CARLO LUPPINO AND 
ENNIO BIANCHI ARE 
HATCHING SOME SORT 
OF PLAN TOGETHER. 
AND THAT CAN'T BE 
GOOD FOR KOt// . 


WE NEED TO 
DOUBLE SOW 
SECURITY 
GUARD. I- 


r JESUS, 

JOE! IS THAT. 

v /741V?/ 













W-WHAT 
THE HELL DO 
you CARE?/ 


WHATRE YOU... N 

MY CONSIGLIERE 
OR MY GODDAMN 
MOTHER ?/ 


' O-OKAY, 
JOE... ALRIGHT! 

. JESUS! 


SEND A CREW OF 
GUYS OVER TO ONE OF 
BIANCHI'S CATHOUSES. 
BUST UP THE JOINT! 


AND PUT 

A BULLET IN All 
OF HIS PUTTANA 
, WHORES! . 
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1 / £/?...LUPPINO \ \ 

I . J YOU SAY? AND 1 % 

jl BIANCHI?! ■— 

^7 HA/4 FOP AND ' 
| / 4 PftMP/THEY 

1 AIN'T NO THREAT 

\ TO ME! LET 'EM 
\ GODDAMN TRY! / 
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SHOW THOSE. 
BASTARDS... 


Youp mms 
JotH AEAlHtf 
YoUJ FoP 77VfvH, 
Ho lAtPCY! 












DESPITE ALL THE PROMISES 
OF INTRIGUE AND CAUTIONS 
OF DANGER...HE SEEMED 
LOATH TO ACTUALLY 
EMPLOY ME IN THE FIELD. 


ONCE AGAIN, X FOUND 
MYSELF...A KEPT WOMAN. 


YOU KNOW, IF I WANTED 
TO BE A HOUSEBOUND 
WALLFLOWER.. .1 COULD HAVE 
ACHIEVED THAT STUNNING 
FEAT ALL ON MY OWN. 


AND YET T 

YOU SEEM TO FIND 
CAUSE TO BE GONE 
ALL NIGHT..,£V'£/?K 
"'N. NIGHT! A 


WITHOUT ALL 
THE TARGET PRACTICE, 
SECRET GADGETS AND 
VOWS OF FEALTY. 


I AM NOT YOUR 
COMRADE, MISS 
LANE. I AM YOUR 
COMMANDSR. 
I COME AND GO 
AS NEEDS BE. 


r YOUR FRIEND T 

MASSARETTI’S 
UNPROVOKED ATTACKS 
HAVE DRIVEN HIM INTO 
HIDING FOR FEAR OF 
REPRISAL FROM THE 
L OTHER MOBS. A 
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SUFFICE IT TO SAY, A 
SITUATION HAS ARISEN 
THAT DEMANDS MY 
DIRECT ATTENTION THIS 
EVENING... WITHOUT 
THE BENEFIT OF 
k YOUR AID. A 


r FOR NOW, T 
I REQUIRE THAT 
YOU SIT TIGHT AND 
AWAIT MY FURTHER 
CONTACT. THAT 


HE WAS USED TO DEALING WITH 
SOLDIERS OR SYCOPHANTS, THOSE 
SUBJECTED TO HIS STEELY WILL. 


"SIT TIGHT," 
EH? 


I DON'T 
THINK SO! 


FOR BETTER OR 
WORSE..-X WAS 

NEITHER! 

























“BUT X STILL DON'T UNDERSTAND...HOW COULD 
THEY ALL BE BROTHERS WHEN ONE GUY 
TALKS LIKE AN OFF-THE-BOAT GUINEA?" 


CUI IT'S JUST 
AN 4C7/HES NOT 
REALLY ITALIAN. 


~ HAW! NO ~ 

WAY! NEXT, YOU'LL 
BE TELLIN' ME 
GROUCHO DOESN'T 
REALLY HAVE A 
- MUSTACHE! a 


SAAAY... ~ 
I WONDER IF THAT 
MEANS THE CURLY- 
HAIRED ONE REALLY 
CAN TALK? 


CHARLEY.. .YOU’RE 
A REAL PIECE O' 
WORK. I DON’T— , 


HOLY 
aCRAP! 


SURPRISE, 

SURPRISE 

BOYOS! 










THAT'S IT! 
BOX 'EM IN! 


ALRIGHT! 
YOUSE IN 
TH'SECOND 
CAR.,.OUT! 
NOW! 


NONE. O-ONLY 
US! SUPPOSED TO 
BE ON THE <377 


ALRIGHT, YER 
GONNA OPEN THESE 
CANS! AND BE QUICK 
ABOUT (TOR YER GONNA 
N BE--£//?/ A 























MOTHER 
O'CHRIST/ 
IT'S HIM/ 


NOSY PRICK/ 
MIND YER OWN 
, BIZNESS! 


YEAH... 
CHOKE 
ON THIS! 


WHAT TH—?! 
WHO THE HELL 
IS THAT?! 


JESUS/ 
WHERE IS 
HE?! 








THERE! 


AAGHi ■ nnth- 


WASI OUT m 
MIND? RUSHING 
TOWARDS A 
GUN BATTLE? 


THAT'S 

ALRIGHT, 

DRIVER... 


| \M W-WHERE 

MM THE HELL DID W// ~ 

HE WUZ. RIGHT 

IJA HE GO?! Mf - 

/M \ 71 0VER THERE! 


// 1 CHRIST! 




















THE CREATURE I 
BEHELD WAS LIKE 
SOMETHING OUT 
OF A DREAM. 


BLACK AS THE 
NIGHT ITSELF. 
UNDAUNTED BY 
ANY THREAT. 


FAR MORE 
FRIGHTENING THAN 
THAT MASKED 
ROGUE WHO'D 
SAVED ME ON THE 
ROOFTOP. 


HIS LAUGHTER 
ECHOED WITH 
CONTEMPT FOR 
HIS ENEMIES. 


THIS, I REALIZED, 
WAS HIS TRUE SELF... 

THE SHADOW! 
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SLEEP—THE ^ 

BALM THAT SOOTHES 
EVERY WOE—YET 
THE WOMB OF EVERY 
NIGHTMARE. , 


MARGO- 
TIME TO RISE. 


MORE ^ 
IMPORTANTLY—WO W 
WERE YOU ABLE TO 
FOLLOW ME? / 


LAMONT! 
I—WHERE—?! 


IT WASN'T SO HARD TO 
TRAIL YOUR LIMO—STICKS 
OUT LIKE A SORE THUMB, 
EVEN IF IT IS BLACK! 


YOU'RE SAFE 
AT HOME—AND 
LUCKY TO 
. BE ALIVE! 


THAT WAS A 
FOOLISH MANEUVER- 
FOLLOWING ME INTO THE 
. FIELD OF BATTLE. . 


THAT'S WHAT 
XTOOK—AND 
YOU NEVER EVEN 
v NOTICED. . 



f YOU NEED SOMETHING ¥ 

MORE UBIQUITOUS 1 
—SOMETHING THAT 1 
\ BLENDS /V—LIKE 1 


A TAXI CAB! 


V \ X 




















I KNOW, BUT... 

T JUST HAD 
TO EXPERIENCE 
THE REALITY 
OF ALL THIS. 


YOU 

SHOULD GET 
ONE OF YOUR 
-^OWN! 


AS I'VE SAID ON 
MORE THAN ONE 
OCCASION...THIS 
ISN'T A GAME! 


LIKE THE 
PROVERBIAL 
CAT... YOUR 
CURIOSITY 
MIGHT'VE 
PROVEN 
DEADLY! 


r MANY MEN ~ 
LOST THEIR LIVES ON THAT 
BRIDGE! CRIMINALS, 
MOSTLY...BUT DEATH 
IS INDESCRIMINATE. 


r CRYSTAL 
CLEAR, LAMONT. 
I-I'M SORRY. 


MY ORDERS, THEN 
YOU'RE OF NO USE TO 
ME! MY CONCERNS 
FOR YOUR SAFETY 
MIGHT COST BOTH 
< OUR LIVES! j 
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f IF YOU CANT- 
r OR WON'T-TOL 

- \ f] 

LOW 

































_ 


DYNAMITE’ 

IN THE NEWS - AUGUST 2013 



5S5s 

^WW^DYNAM IT E^C 0^/"BOARDS ^ 



FEATURED REVIEWS 




S,=SI“ C5M&V--_ 

■ WSsmm Sas?.= 


SSL***- 

SSaa-*^-^. 


gsm 




























